MACUGNAGA.

side cottages; it was my first serious lesson in
Italian backgrounds; and if we had worked on
together, so and so might have happened, as so
often afore-said. But we separated, to our sor-
row then, and harm, afterwards. I went off into
higher and vainer vaporization at Venice; he went
back to Berne, and under the patronage of its
aristocracy, made his black bread by dull portrait-
painting to the end of a lost life. I saw the arid
remnant of him in his Bernese painting, or daub-
ing, room, many a year afterwards, and re-
proached the heartless Alps, for his sake.

Of other companionship in Florence, except
Couttet's, I had none. I had good letters to
Mr. Millingen, and of course a formal one to
the British Embassy. I called on Mr. Millin-
gen dutifully, but found he knew nothing after
the fourth century B.C., and had as little taste
for the Liber Studiorum as the Abb6 Rosini. I
waited on the Ambassador, and got him to use
British influence enough to let me into the con-
Tent of the Magdalen, wherein I have always
since greatly praised Perugino's fresco, with a
pleasant feeling that nobody else could see it. I
never went near the Embassy afterwards, nor the
Embassy near me, till I sent my P. P. C. card
by Geoi*ge, when I was going away, before ten
In the morning, which caused Lord-----'s por-
ter to swear fearfully at George and his masterup of hill-nd learned what ineffablet my work ; and always right! Whenever he
